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ICHAUD took his letters from the concierge, and paused
for a moment in the hall to look at the headlines in the
newspaper. His wife's impatient voice came from the
bedroom to ask if there were any letters. Glancing over the
envelopes he recognized Antoine's handwriting.

c A letter from Antoine,' he said, as he entered the bed-
room.

He walked slowly towards the bed, and stopped in the
middle of the room. Helene suppressed a sharp remark,
but her hands clutched the sheet convulsively. She was
irritated by her husband's dilatoriness, and shocked that he
seemed more eager to read his newspaper than to get news
of his son. At last Michaud handed her the letters and went
on reading the paper, as though Russia, the Pacific, and
Tripolitania were of more moment to him than his children.
Antoine's letter covered four pages: he had even gone to
the length of writing across the margins.

c He had a good journey,' said Helene, ' except that he
had to stand in the corridor as far as Montereau/

Michaud did not seem to have heard. He was away in
the Libyan desert, New York, New Guinea, Kaluga, and
Lake Ilmen. Although she was only half way through his
letter, Helene paused to make a few reflections. They were
all inspired by the same fact: for her husband, his family
was one among many human landscapes, a delightful
resort where his mind found repose from time to time after
his descents upon the thronged worlds of London, Moscow,
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